"With such perpetual rallying power who could cope?
A latent feeling crept among many that he was immune to
pain as he had been to insult and abuse. You know he
could steer on over an insult and never see it. Some of us
shook our heads and said, 'Why he is good for ten years
yet.' Seeing that he thus defied nerves and baffled pain,
we hoped. It was in the hour of hope that the last stroke
came, and we felt that pulling at the throat which we
should have felt had he gone by sudden accident.

"How Tuskegee took Dr. Washington's death can
probably best be appreciated by an account of what his
life meant among his teachers. Officially he was a stern
and exacting task master. A tireless worker himself, he
imposed heavy tasks upon others. In the home, however,
he had a genius for cheering by little kindnesses and by a
thoughtful word. Now he would send around a basket of
vegetables from his garden, now a cut of one of his pigs
which he had killed and in which he took great de-
light.

"People who sent books and pictures to Tuskegee can
hardly realize what a double pleasure they were shipping:
the pleasure they gave him and others through him. He
would have the boxes opened and books and pictures
brought in to his office. Then from all his heaps of corre-
spondence, from business engagements, from matters of
national importance, he would turn aside and go through
these himself, culling them out. He would sort a pile here
for this family; one there for another, according to what he
considered would suit each. Many a time one could
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